LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STBVENSOH

just precisely the said society. These people are so
nice and kind and intelligent, and then as I shall never

see them any more, I have a disagreeable feeling about
making the move, With ordinary people in England,
you have always the chance of rencountering one an-
other; at least you may see their death in the papers;
but for these people, they die for me and 1 die for
them when we separate," On such terms he parted
from them, not without the promise of a visit to their
home in Poland, which, by no fault of his, was never
accomplished.

In the beginning of April he reached Paris* and there
found his cousin R, A. ML Stevenson, who had now
taken up painting as a profession, and had been study*
ing during the winter at Antwerp, This was Umis'
first independent acquaintance with Paris, and he de-
layed his return to Edinburgh till the end of the month,
when the weather in the North might be more favour-
able. But this was only a measure of caution, and for
several years to come we hear no more of his health as
affecting his movements, or seriously hindering his
work.

On his return home he found that many of his
troubles had vanished. He had not of course ^cifved
the riddle of the universe, nor adjusted alt contending
duties, nor mastered alt his impulses and appetites,
He had not learned to handle his pen with entire preci-
sion, or to say exactly the thing he wished in the
manner perfectly befitting it; nor wits his way of life
open before him, But his relations with hi* parents
were on the old footing once more, and in the religious
question a modus vtocndi            to have been
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